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And so time passed, as it so often tended to do. Days turned to weeks and weeks 
turned to months... or... a month as the situation would warrant. It mattered not, 
truly, because regardless of how much time had passed, nothing had been 
accomplished. Chie had so often managed to find a way to be too busy to spend 
time with Justin, or at least, she had for the first few weeks. Afterwards she just 
outright avoided the boy, like he had given her herpes or something. Which last 
Justin checked, wasn’t true. She had long since stopped coming up with excuses to 
stay clear of him and instead shrugged him off with a simple ‘I can’t do this now.’ 
He was hoping she was just having a bad week or something, but it still was killing 
him all the same. Maybe Yosuke was right; if he had been trying for a month 
straight without having any success at even ATTEMPTING to propose; maybe the 
timing just wasn’t right. | mean, was forcing this really in the best interest of 
anyone? And Maya; well... | don’t think | need to explain that her silly attempts at 
trying to trick Yosuke into putting a ring on her finger wasn’t really going her way. 
There were a lot of things she could coax Yosuke into doing, but that was because 
deep down inside he wanted to do those things for her. But this was something he 
opposed with all his heart, and that was what left them at a stalemate. Justin had of 
course suggested taking baby steps and MAYBE not jumping to marriage when they 
hadn’t even... you know... But as it would go, she wasn’t going to take advise that 
pretty much involved whoring herself out as a bribery. Besides, she had to save 
herself for marriage right? She wasn’t quite the man-whore Justin was where he 
really didn’t care about that stuff, but she took her beliefs in marriage and the union 
between a man and a woman very seriously you know. 


And so fate pretty much gave both of them the middle finger and left them there in 
the currents of time, forever trying to reach at the hook dangling in front of their 
face, only to have it playfully tugged from their face each time. Different people 
with different goals and yet the same outcome: a feeling of hopelessness as chance 
conspired against them. And that brought them here now. Sitting on the couch and 
playing video games, trying to forget their worries. Erin had been taking the player 
one controller, and Maya player two... Justin just watched, his stomach in all sorts of 
knots that seemed to freeze the muscles in his fingers in place through some 
bizarre medical science he didn’t quite understand. He almost envied Erin. She 
seemed so cheerful, so carefree with that controller in her hand... Here were Justin 
and Maya trying to forget their worries, and she didn’t have a worry to forget. And it 
was funny because you would think the world around them would weigh down on 
her spirits. Justin wouldn’t lie and pretend that her housemates were particularly 
nice to her. They so often told her to shut the fuck up that it was a wonder she 
bothered to talk at all. And Izzy... Izzy loathed her like she had stabbed his mother 


in the gut or something. All the names he called her in languages most of them 
couldn’t understand (though it was probably safe to assume it was French the way 
she cringed)... There was also a brief period where she had tried dating some guy 
from a couple dorms down, but... well it ended about as well as you would expect: 
with him realizing that Erin just never shut up. So yeah, it seemed as if the entire 
world around her hated her guts. Yet she never lost that smile. What Justin would do 
to have that same attitude; to take life head on and say ‘fuck you fate, | don’t care 
what you do to me.’ 


But he didn’t have that same attitude, and as cool and nonchalant as he pretended 
to be on the outside, his shell had cracked a long time ago, letting all the negative 
influences of the world around him flow through his very being. He’d smile and 
laugh, but with every chuckle it felt like he was dying a little bit more on the inside, 
because he knew there was nothing to laugh at and nothing to smile for. The only 
thing he had found himself truly overcome with a sense of bliss with, the only one 
who truly made him happy was avoiding him like the plague, and with that it 
seemed as if he had lost purpose. So he just sat there, wallowing in his misery, a 
broken heart that he tried to mend by not giving it the time of day. He just watched 
the lights dance across the television screen, trying not to make rhyme nor reason 
of the emotions he held so tightly in his chest. 


“Well | could pick the shotgun, but then I’d have to get really close to the bad guys, 
and I'd end up being a bullet sponge. But it does have better stats than this pistol 
I’m carrying around... Maybe if | just used the assault rifle instea-“ 


“Just pick something!” Maya quickly gestured off at Erin with annoyance. Of course, 
it goes without saying that Erin didn’t really know sign-language, so she had this 
look of great confusion on her face as she tried to decipher what Maya could 
possibly be trying to say. Maya eventually sighed with defeat, shaking her head 
before trying to turn this into a game of charades in which she pointed towards her 
wrist as though to point out an invisible watch and tapped her foot with impatience. 
Erin still didn’t get it. But alas, in the short time that Maya had distracted her, she 
had come to a decision, so | guess it all worked out in the end. 


“Hey Maya... You ever get the feeling that something’s gone horribly wrong?” Justin 
spoke up, eyes still focused on the television screen. Which quite honestly was 
probably a stupid idea given he couldn’t really communicate with Maya without 
looking at her. “Like | mean... Something happened, and it involves you, but... it’s 
like you completely missed it. Like you just kind of skipped the day shit hit the fan 
or somethin’?” Justin questioned. It was hard to explain. He could tell Chie was 
upset about something, and that something had to do with him, but as to what he 
hadn't the faintest idea. It was like he had just gone comatose whenever it had 
happened, and when he woke up, all there was was the aftermath of some grand 
fallout he was not privy to. Maya paused for a moment, the annoyed glare on her 
face subsiding to one of almost disheartened disappointment. 


“Yeah... all the time. Why?” She questioned. She couldn’t help but feel as though 
she were to blame for the way things were going with her and Yosuke; hell, she 
always felt everything was her fault. Yosuke didn’t want to hang out with her? Well 
maybe she needed to wear more make-up or find more stylish clothes. He was 
angry at her? She must have been a horrible person. It was always like that; taking 
the blame for something that truly rested upon the other person. That was just how 
she was. But it seemed like lately Yosuke just... didn’t care. Sure Maya had high 
expectations when she was trying to ensnare him in a trap that he seemed so 
cautious of, but it wasn’t her failure to catch him that had broke her heart so much 
as it was the precautions Yosuke took to avoid being ensnared. Ignoring the issue 
entirely, and when the topic was even slightly hinted at, she got these glares like 
she was batshit insane to even contemplate the matter. She wanted to blame 
Yosuke so much, wanted to be angry at him for being such a dick to her all of a 
sudden, and yet... all she could blame was herself. She felt responsible for 
distancing Yosuke like that, even if her hand played no role in the matter other than 
to instigate him. 


“...1 don’t know.” Justin shrugged. “I just feel like things have been different lately, 
and | don’t know why.” He carefully tried to sidestep the whole topic of him and 
Chie; even if it was clear that’s what this was in reference to. Something had 
changed somewhere along the line, in him, in her, he wasn’t sure, but it changed all 
the same. And some people just couldn’t deal with change; Justin fell well under 
that umbrella of thought. Something had happened, and he didn’t know what; 
perhaps he never would. But he could still feel the sting of the consequences, 
digging deeper into his skin with every day that passed, venomously turning his 
heart to stone, drying the ocean of blood that ran through his veins. Soon there 
would be nothing left, and he’d be hollow, seeking some kind of guidance as to what 
went wrong; a seeker in the night looking for form and shape in a world that 
seemed so vague and senseless... 


... Assuming of course he was being melodramatic; but let’s face it, this was Justin 
we were talking about. He lived off of melodrama. 


“Mhmm, yeah, that happened to me all the time. That’s why you gotta think every 
contingency through. Like, all of them. Sometimes it takes a long time though, and 
that can get a bit boring. Like... Really... Really... Boring.” Erin went off on another 
one of her tangents. | mean, granted, it explained why she was always trying to 
rationalize every little thing that happened or was to happen in the world around 
her, but no one was particularly looking for insight into that matter, so ultimately 
that proved to be pointless. Justin shrugged a bit. Perhaps she was right in some 
regard, but he couldn’t retrospectively change the past by analyzing what he didn’t 
even know happened, or really even if he had known what went wrong. That was 
the part that killed him. If he could only know... 


“Maybe | should text her... She’s gonna have to talk to me eventually.” Justin 
sighed. And it was true, as distant as Chie had become in recent days, it wasn’t like 
she was angry at him or anything. She just seemed like something was bothering 
her. So it’s not like he was afraid she was gonna leave him or anything like that; it 
was just that the way she distanced herself from Justin broke his spirits. And it hurt. 
It hurt bad. He had about enough of this. Maya shrugged slightly as he whipped out 
his phone, punching in letters in quick succession, no doubt leaving behind several 
typos in his wake. 


“| wouldn't rush It. She’ll talk about it when she’s ready.” 


“Well we'll just see if she responds to this then.” Justin sighed, pressing the send 
button before flipping the phone close. From that point on, it was a matter of 
playing the waiting game. 


Alas, the only way to win the waiting game was not to play. She never did text him 
back. 


